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would happen if you did certain things. It's enough to thin creature, with every seed a Httle eye that pricked
make yon tear yonr hair. Now in this country thç thinga Tantrum like a pain aa it ran forward, 
yon wanted to do are aHve and waiting for yon, and yon 
ran do them—aa far aa they will let you—whenever yon

aott. sore опієм ш had .~n him 1= « Unt.um. l0- J"'1 ,hlnk wh*‘ TOn «nt ,n 4° "
to. oerer coaid h’.T. believed th.t Htrold Allen .ml the With th.t T.ntrum B .y »t down by the roed.ld. to bottle he hed wanted to r.lnt with, darkening I he air a. 
Tantrum Boy -ere on. and the «me child ,hlnk ; ,Dd I'u,‘ ,nd 1'0D,C ‘ma,ed Ь* *°|п* “me harrying from . high ehelf eager to calnt him !

Harold had a room! little face all dimple, and .mile., ,rom °« r**' too-other, .creamiog and cr,lag In . moat Tantrnm coaid ataod no more ! The right of all thoae 
... ., . . ... ai .„il,,- distracted manner. Juat aa Master Tantrum supposed,Hla eye# were big and brown, and hie hair like yellow -

ailk Hi. mother tied the front of hi. hair over hi. *“ “>« nol,r fiD,llT «onaed all the lohebll.nta, and they fea, and anger. He remembered the key-hole. He
came prancing to the spot,—wild crew. I assure yon knew that that waa his only chance of escape from the 
Rvidently, in that free cou"try they all liked to eu» ca- land of D>as-yon.please and those twin brothers of his » 
pers—and. certainly, one had aa much right aa another, for they all had pouting lipa.
Tantrum b, the roadside had to acknowledge th*t ; and 
eoon the landscape of the beautiful land of Do-aa-yon-
pteeee waa marred by a 6erce. rioting mob. who filled the and. shining through it like a alar, the key hole,—Tan- 
air with scream* and ehonta. " Why don’t yon join in ?'* tram’s only hope ! 
called Haas and Fame. " Yon used to like that sort of 
fUn.’"

Children’s Comer.
just suppose.

(HY HARBI1TT. COMSTOCK).
There were the acieeore that he wanted to cut hie curia

off with. Dear me ! how they snapped aa they hurled 
toward him, making for his carle ! There was th* inkI

Wrong Things «live and ready for him in a frenzy of

left eye with a big b’ne bow. which gave Harold a per 
fectly bewitching appearance. When he *»■ clothed *od 
In hie right mind, he wore a blue dock Russian b’ouse 
•ell, all waist and ball, from under wb<ch hie round bare 
lags Incased in aocka and roaeet shoe* showed in all their 
chubby beauty. Harold Allen was lovely. and delight to 
all who knew him ; hot the Tan'rum Boy I Oh, me I 

He wee a terrible object, dark df brow, with pouting 
Up, and wrathful eyes He lore the blue bow from Her 
old’s hair, he soiled the dainty drew and kicked the ros- 
eat above in a moat shocking manner. He «ten as id words All h«s appetite for capers seemed itooe.

“ О'з, well, eult yourself I" - And again the mad lot 
went on with their noise.

It was a neck-to-neck rece over the noi and downs of
that free country; bnt off in the distance waa the door,

Fast an 1 faster he went, Fusa and Fume on hla he#la, 
and the Things clattering after. At the doorway poor 

" I'm-I'm th'nking," answered Tantrum, meekly. Tantrnm halted, and a voice calm and clShr sounded
" Who stands without ? "
' Tantrum. Open, open to me 1 ’
" Tantrnm, eb ? Well you are juat where von belong. 

The more he thought, the more unhappy he became. Among people like yoarself. I've been watching yon 
He could do joat aa he pleased ; bnt ao could every one through the keyhole. You all look and act alike, and 
else, and it wasn't pleaeant. Besides, the mere fact that you are the moat hideous lot I eve' aaw ! ”

Harold barely knew.
One day Mra. Allen dresaed Harold in all his glory, 

gave him a b lea, and said : " There, now what does he 
want lo do >"

M C<> fishing in *he lake
«• gut Harold, you have been to the lake all the morn- hs was free to go, and look up hla peat desires took all " Who are yon ? " faltered Tantrum,

lag the eun is hot ; and, besides, you are *reahly Are seed the longing away Kven before he found them, he real- " Harold Allan.' ' There w*M a new note in the little
You cannot go today.* i*‘d in hla hnmble heart that they were fooliah and not voice, a note of triumph. Tantrum understood, and

і we„t to !" worth while grew smaller and smaller aa he real / td that he waa con-
•• gat you cannot go. Mother will fake you for a drive.

We will
“ NO. no I I almoat had a fish this morning. I want to 

go-and get him ! I bate driving ! I will go to the lake !"
Mother ebook her bead, and her lips grew firm. There- door when yon could a t do things ! Now, that yon c*n

■poo Harold went down before the enemy, and фе Tan- do them, yon act queer enough. I must eny you look
tmaa bov raised the flig over the fallen hero. Suddenly very much like Harold Boy, bnt we never ronld have
Mrs Allen arose, and there was a light of inepiralion go'ten him through a key-hole і There ie some sense
upon her face She seiz'd the Tanirutp boy by the arm; and reason in him I *
finely end relentlessly, she dragged him to the closed 
door of the closet, she took the little finger—the very 
Httlest one—of the right hand, and placed the rosy tip in 
the keyhole ! This la what she said 

" Now, when Harold comes back and sees this dread 
lei boy Wending here, he wi«l drive him away. Don't 
yon stir from the spot until Harold cornea back ! ' With
that she turned and left the room, turning the key in the wrorg thing, or all the other mad throng would be out

again, cutting np capers to keep Foaa and Fume com

At last Foes and Fume finished his idle temper, and qoared at last 
came to Tantrnm "It me lo I " he pleaded. ” 1 will be your slave. I 

cannot live in this country. Let me in ! "
"Crawl through ! "
So painfully, slowly, Tantrum crawled through the 

key-hole, and nude on the other side, he beard the 
birds alngiuv, and saw the elm sweylng in the gentlest 
way ; and there upon the floor of the bed>.aim he 
crouch'd while hie Httlest finger eched, but the hind 
mother was beside him. and she said, —

'"Have you thought ?'' he sated surlily. *' Mercy 
knows yon made ontcry enough on the outside of the

A flush of shame cover'd Tantmm’e face, and a sigh 
fluttered from between Ms pouting lipa.

"Come, come ! " snapped Fuia *nd Fame " I didn't 
hnnt yon ap for fhie. You ye got to want to do some 
thing wrong! You shall! you shall I With that he 
went in such a pterion that Tantrum cried aloud fn fear. ‘“ight get pulled through " The Christian Register.'

Oh I wha« did he want to do t He meat think of some

" Who la this, Harold or Tantrum Hoy f" 
And a brave, sweet voice aeewerc 1 
" It's Hamid, mother He'# route to stay for always. 

Pfease never, never put hla Auger In the keyhole He
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Humpty Dumpty.hall door aa she went
The Tantrum Boy w*s simply appalled. There he stood 

like a Httle willy with hie finger In the keyhole There 
* waa no reason why he should not take it oui ; bnt the 

Tantrum Boy. like all uugoverned creatures, waa a bit 
etopid. So he stared and stared at tbec'oeed door of the 
closet, too surprised to kick or yell. Still Harold did not 
return, and gradually a sullen stubborn nets took posses­
sion of the hero of the key-hole. He wonid stand there kick or do something. When you are in Do-as-you-
forever ! tie would die at the hole ! They would find pleas-, yon mnat Do-as-yon please do ! "
him stiff and cold at his peat. Already hla arm waa stiff, 
hut be wa« very hot. Outside the summer day buzzed 
and droned sweetly. The elm-tree near the bed-room 
window ewared to and fro, jdat as if she were rocking 
tkc baby breeze* to sleep, and Tantrnm Boy listened, and 
grew strangely still.

Then he felt someone togging at his finger, tugging at 
the end that waa in the key-hole 1 At first he was fright­
ened ; for, poll a# he would, he could not g*t away.
Thee, to hie amszement, he felt himaelf follonlng hie 
finger, ectuallv going through the key-hole, he a three- 
year-old Tantrum Boy ! It waa rather mortifying to hie 
pride to think he w*e small enough for that ; bnt so it 
wea, and he bed nothing to do bnt go. At last he waa on 
the other side ; but, to hie horror, it waa not the inaide of 
the closet that he stood In, bnt a new and strange land, 
and, facieg him, aa ugly *nd 111 conditioned looking an 
object as even the Tantrnm Boybade»er seen when look­
ing in the mirror t

" Well, now that yon are here, what do yon"think of 
It t ' eekrd the cross creature. In a anarly voice.

*• Where am If" quivered Master Tantrnm.
" lu tke land of D>-as-)oa pleaae."
' Yuo are uot very civil.' Tantrum went on, bnt in a 

much wilder voice.

pany
Why, there wsa the fishing he had wanted to do l The 

little fiah he had alunat caught might be waiting for 
him that very minute I "I want to go to the lake I " 
shrieked Tantrum above the uproar, '-'ll want to catch 
that little fiah ! "

■Y KMMA Wl 1.MOT

Humpty Dampty eat on a wall, Humpty Damply 
had a great fall," sang pretty Anna Hitchtna to her little 
brother, aa aha eat on the front porch, inheHng the breath 
of epring flowers that fairly embowered them.

The little one clapped his dimp’ed hands and repeated: 
" Humps Dumpa on a wall, Hnmpa Dnmpa, dreat fall " 
Then he broke into a merry laugh, fuch aa only a child’s 
voice can give. " All the king's hopes*nd all the hinges 
men, can't put Hnmpa together again." Can't pnt 
Humpa together again," echoed the child.

Will Hart, who lived in a email cottage adjoining the 
Hitching home, eat on the edge of thepo ch near Anre'a 
feet listening to the jingle, and waiting for hla little 
charge, for somehow the wee Owen Hitchins, named 
after a literary father, had fallen naturally into a way of 
following Will Hart frrm the time he saw «he shaggy cap 
coming np the atreet on ite way from school.

" 1 Humpty Damply sat on a wall, Humpty Dnmotv 
had a great fall.' Now ran, little Hnmpa," aa'd Anna, 
releasing the child from her plnmp arme, with hi* golden 
hair all tousled about hla face, and he ran to Will, crying 
in his baby way ;

" Take Humpa to see piga "
“ Did you ever 1" said Anna ; " our baby haa a new 

name." r
You’a Hnmpa, ie yon ?" asked Will, with *n ntter dis­

regard of grammar, clasping the cHld in hie long arma.
" Yes," lisped the baby, " Will'a Hnmpa."
Bnt Will's face was sober. Poor Will 1 He h*d already 

learned the eerioua rature of life.

" Come on then I ” ehouted Fusa and Fume. "And do

This almoet made Tantrnm laugh, but all deaire to 
scream and act foolishly had departed. Very solemnly 
he started to go fishing, while under hie bine blouse hia 
heart grew heavy with the anre knowledge that danger 
lay ahead

A moment more a d a blue lake lay before the two 
boya,—a b. autlful lake, smooth and peaceful, but. aa 
Jti&Y looked, it waa suddenly lashed into a wild eea, and 
Fan and Fume remarked appreciatively : "The fiah 
iike to go in pussions. It isn’t nice for ne ; but, then, 
they have aa much right as we I "

" Bnt they are getting me all wet ! " wailed Tantrnm, 
" They are spoiling my clothes !"

" Oh, well, you have spoiled Harold’s o-ten enough. 
It’s great fun, you know, to do exactly what yon want to 
do, and rever consider any one else ! ’

Down went Tantmm’e bead upon his spray-washed 
chest. How often he bad screamed in the old days, " I 
don’t care ! " and that waa what all the fish were scream­
ing now, down there under the white-capped iravea ! 
While he loiked in alarm at the ecene of disorder and 
pseaion, ont from the water came a large fish head, and 
in the most terrible voice Tantrnm had ever heard came 
these words : "Here I am ; catch me!"'

" Say, Mies Anna what do yon meau about failin’ an* 
nol gittin’ up again ?''

" Well, what la that to yon ? You can’t have all the "Fee—I’ve changed my mind!" stammered poor, * " O there yon go, you literal b>y." aaid Anna, taking
black look* to yourself in thia free country. Here I meek Tantrum. np her crocheting. I never thought it meant anything
choow »o storm and kick. What baye you to say to that? " Well, I've changed mine, also. This morning I except fan for the babies, but I'll try to point amoial for
Yaw'va done it long enough yonreelf to know how pleas- wanted yon to catch me Now I want to catch you ! " von. Wait, WIU, i'll call Minnie," and going to the foot
set H la " With that the creature kicked out so alarm- Tantrnm grew cold with fright. It waa one thing to do of the stairway in the great hall ehe called, ‘ Minnie, do
isgly and made such a hideous ontcry that Master wrong, quite another for wrong to do you. But in the come down. Here's that hungry Will Hart I"

land of Do-ae-yon-please eqnal rights exist, and one 
" Come on " »ald tbe mad thing, when he had spent mnet expect that when he starts On his wild career, 

kla fwrv about nothing. " I am yon' twin brother. Yon 
v know me bv tbe pont on your lipa." And, indeed, 

the'powt waa a family mark. "My name is Fan and 
Fuse, and I am a perfect terror. I've been waiting for 
you on this ride of the closet door for ages. It ie out-

Tantrum started b*ck in terror. "there is plenty of gingerbread," replied a sweet voice 
from an upper room.

" Do give it to him, Anna."
" Ob," replied the girl. " It’s mental food he want#. 

Bring your work down, Min ; It's too lovely to be in 
doors."

"Catch me?" wailed the poor boy, -'Oh! please, 
pleaae don't ! "

" I want to ! I shall ! " flapped the fiah. -'And so 
■hall we!" piped in a wild chôma; and there from 
every direction came the thinga Tantrnm had wanted to 

rageons the way they treat you out there—never letting do in the black, misguided past 
you finish whet you want to do, always telling you what

The appeal was effectual ; the dignified elder staler, 
with a face that told of self-conquest and great love.soon

There was all the jam he wanted to eat,—a aickly appeared.


